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Some time before his leaving Chriſt- Church, 
ſent for by his mother to Worceſter, and ac- 
her as a legitimate ſon. We chuſe to 
ion this circumſtance in order to wipe off the aſper- 
ſion which folly and ignorance caſt upon his birth. 
He paſſed through the exerciſes of the college, and 
the univerity, with unuſual applauſe; and though he 
often ſuffered his friends 10 call him off from his retire- 
ment, yet his return to his ſtudies was ſo much the more 
paſhonate, and his love of reading and thinking being ſo 
vehement, the habit grew upon him, and the ſeries of 
meditation and reflexion being kept up whole weeks to- 
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S MI T H. * 
falneſs, that notwithſtanding the. diſad var tage of hi: ap- 
pearance, he was called by the ladies, the Haudiome dlo- 
ven. | 

It is to be wondered at (ſays Mr Oldiſworth)' that a 
man under poverty, calamities, and diſappointments, 
could make ſo many friends, and thoſe ſo truly valua le. 
He had, indeed, a noble idea of the paſſion of friend- 
ſhip, in the ſucceſs of which conſiſted the greateſt, if 
not the only happineſs of his life. He was ſerene and 
cheerful under the dif; i of Providence; he a- 
voided having any ings with mankind in which he 
could not be juft, and therefore refuſed to embrace ſome 
opportunnies of amending his fortune. 

Upon Mr Smith's coming to town, no man was more 
ſurrounded by all thoſe who really had, or pretended to 
wit, or more courted by the great men, who had then a 
and opportunity of encouraging arts and ſciences. 
r Smith's character grew upon his friends by intimacy, 
and exceeded the ſtrongeſt prepoſſeſſions which had been 
conceived in his favour. A few years before his death, 
Mr Smith engaged in ſome conſiderable undertakings ; in 
all which he raifed expectations in the world, which he 
Hired not to gratify. Mr Oldiſworth obſerves, that he 
had ſeen about ten ſheets of Pindar trasſlated into En- 
gliſh, which, he ſays, exceeded any thing of that kind 
he could ever hope for in our language. He had drawn 
out a plan for a tragedy of Lady Jane Grey, and had 
written ſeveral ſcenes of it; a ſubje& afterwards nobly 
executed by Mr Rowe. His greateſt undertaking was 
Longinus. which he executed in a very maſterly manner. 
He propoſed a large addition to this work, of notes and 
obſervations of his own, with an entire ſyſtem of the art 
of poetry in three books, under the title of Thoughts, 
Action, and Figure ; in this work he propoſed to reform 
the art of Rhetoric, by reducing that confuſed heap of 
terms, with which a long ſucceſſion of pedants bad in- 
eumbered the world, to a very narrow compaſs, com- 
p:ch-nding all that was uſeful and ornamental in 
urd2r each head and chapter. He intended to make re- 
mar«s upon all the anctems and moderns, the Greck, 
Latin, Eagliſh. French, Spaniſh, and Italian poets, and 
to animauycrt upon thr ſcveral bowutics aid def. cts. 


A3 * Mr 


1 THE LIFE, &c. 


- Mr Smith died in the year 1910, in the forty-ſecond 
year of his age, at the ſeat of George Ducket, Eſq; 
called Hartham, io Wiltſhire ; and was buried in the pa- 
tin church there. We ſhall give the character of this 
of Mr Oldiſworth :—** He 


„ active and buſy, ſo it was vigorous 
«© ing even pace with a rich a 


« ty in manuſcript, which ſhew a 
% though maimed and injured by frequent 
* make their way into our moſt celebrated mi 
ine with uncommon luſtre. As his parts 


28 well as the 
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


CHARLES Lord HalLtr Ax. 


My Loa s, 3 

8 ſoon as it was made known that your Lordſkip 
was not diſpleaſed with this Play, my friends began 
to value themſelves upon the intereſt they Lad taken in its 


preceding ones as a patron. 
| in the times when the Muſes encou - 
the beſt writers were countenanced, but never ad- 
the 


the patron is no where to be read of but in the 
works of poets, whereas your Lordſhip's will fill thoſe of 


univerſities have been real nurſeries for the ſtate ; 


ſagacity of our miniſters ; that Germany, 
Switzerland, Muſcovy, and even Turkey itſelf, begins to 
reliſh the politeneſs of the Engliſh ; that 
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thoſe great affairs in which you are concerned. 
To paſs over all theſe great qualities, my 

inſiſt only on your generolity, looks as if I ſolicited it 

myſelf ; but * that I gone i 

I took notice of your Lordſhip's great judgment in 

choice of thoſe you advance; 

ambition aſpires to is, that your Lordſhip wou d be 
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Tour Leads Moft Hemble 
ad Meoft Obedient Servant, 
EDM. SMETH. 


PROLOGUE. 


PR OL O G U E. 


By Mr Apps on. 


Spoken by Mr Wits. 


LONG bar a race of heroes fill'd the Stage, 
That rant by note, and thre" the gamut rage ; 
In fongs and airs expreſs their martial fire, 
Combat in trills, and in a ſeugue expire ; 
While tulPd by found, and undifturb'd by wit, 
Calm and ſerene you indolently fit ; 

And, from the dull fatigue of —_— free, 
Hear the facetious fiddle's repartee 

Our home-ſpun authors muſt Forſake the field, 
And Shakeſpeare to the ſoft Scarlatti yield. 

To your new taſte the poet of this day 
Was by a friend advii'd 25 bis play : 

Had Valeatioi, mu 
Shunn'd Phzdra's arms, — ſeorn'd the prefer d j ey. 
It bad not mov'd your wonder to have ſeen 

An eunuch fly from an enamour'd queen ; 

How would it pleaſe, ſhou'd ſpe in Engliſh ſpeak, 

And could as reply in Greek ? 

But be, a fltranger to your modiſh way, 

By your old rules muſt fland or fall to-day ; 

And hopes you will your forcign taſte command, 

To bear, for once, with what you unlerfland. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


—— King of Crete. 
1PPOLITUS, his fon, 1 1 
Lrcon, Miniſter of fate. ayer; pop 


Caaranvun, Captain of the guards. 


Pu RDA. Theſeus's Queen, in Hippolitus. 
IsMEnA, a captive princeſs, oa eve ai 


Guards, Attendants, &c. 


SCENE, CRETE. 


HE DRA and HIPPOLITUS. 


ACT l. SCENE I. 


Enter CxaTanDEs and Lycon. 


Lycon. 


9 TIS firange, Cratander, that the royal Phzdra 
Should ſtill continue reſolute in grief, 


Of godie virtue and imperial pow, 
Shou'd fly inviting joys, EN Eden. 
Cra. Is there no cauſe, when oin'd in 
To have the ting ter batted calf'd os war ? inge, 
Then for three tedious moons to mourn his abſence, 
Nor know his fate? 
Lyc. The king may cauſe her ſorrow, 
But not by abſence : ott I've ſeen him hang 
With greedy eyes, and languiſh o'er her beauries ; 
She from his wide, deceiv'd, deſiring arms 
Flew taſteleſs, Jonthing ; whilſt dejected Theſeus, 
Wich mournful loving eyes purſu'd her flight 
And diopr a filem tear. 
Cra. Ha! this is hatred ; 
This is averſion, horror, deteftation : 
Why did the Queen, who might have cull'd mankind, 


Why did ſhe give her perſon and her throne 
To one the loath'd ? 


Lyc. Perhaps ſhe thought it juſt, 
That he ſhou'd wear the ares valour ſav'd. 


Cra. Cou'd ſhe not is bopes with wealth and 
honour, wo 


Reward his valour, yet reje& his love ? 
Why, when a happy mother, and widow, 
Why did the wed old Theſeus ? while his ſon, 


Affecting glory and contemning pow'r : 


Where he might have a flave. I hate him too, 
But cringe, anc flatter, fawn, adore, yet hate him. 
Let the Queen live or die, the prince muſt fall. 

: Enter IsmEnaA. 
What {till attending on the Iſmena ? 
O charming virgin O virtue ! | 
Can ftill your conquer all your wrongs ? 
Are you not robb'd of your Athenian crown? 
Was not your royal father Pallas lain, 
And all his wretched race, by conqu'ring Theſcus ? 
* 2 
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w her grief bas wrought her into frenzy 


forms 


pains 
Then with ecſtatic ſtrength ſhe ſprings aloft, 
And moves and bounds with vigour not her own. 

De. Then life is on the wing, then moſt ſhe frnks 

When moſt ſhe ſeems reviv'd. Like boiling water, 
That foams and hiff:s o'er che crackling wood, 
And bubbles to the brim ; ev'n then moſt waſting 
When moſt it ſwells. 


Her cooler ſenſe cunceal'd ; the Pythian 
Is dumb and ſullen, till, with fury fill'd, 


ſ „ the riſes, growing to the fight, 
the foams, ſhe raves ; the awful ſecrets 
her trembling lips, and eaſe the tortur'd 


Enter PuzDuza and Attendant. 


Phe. Stay, Virgins, ſtay, i'll reſt my weary ſteps; 
My ftreagth forſakes me, and my dazzled eyes 
Ake with the flaſhing light; my looſen'd knees | 
„ Lycon. 
Alas ! I faint. 

De. Afford her caſe, kind Heav'n ! 

Phe. Why blaze theſe jewels round my wretched 


va head ? 
B Why 


PHADRA' d BIPPOLTTUS: 4a. 
all this labour 'd elegance of dreſn ? 


Goddeſs preſiding oer the rapid race, 

Place me, O place me in the duſty ring, 

Where youthtul charioteers contend for glory: 
See bow they mount and thake the flowing reins, 


| See from the goal the fiery courſers bound, 


Now they firain panting up the ſteepy kill, 

Now ſweep along its top, now neigh along the vale ; 
How the car rattles, how its kindling wheels 
Smoak in the whirl ! The circling fand aſcends, 
And in the noble duſt the charior's loſt, 

He. What, Madam! 

Phe. Ah! my Lycon! ab J. what ſaid 1? 
Where was I hurry'd by my roving fancy ? 
My languid eyes are wet with ſudden rears, 
And on my face unbidden bluſhes glow. "9 

Lzc. bluſh then, but bluſh for your deſtructive filence, 
That tears your foul, and weighs you down to death; 
Oh! ſhou'd you die (ye pow'rs forbid her death) 

Who then wou'd ſhield from wrongs your helpleſs or- 


phan ? 
O1 be might wander, Pheedra's ſon might wander, a 


PHADRA and HIPPOLITUS: 


ſuppliant through the world for aid; 
he may cry, invoke his mother's name : 


Lyc. And does his name provoke your juſt reſentments ? 
Then let it raiſe your fear as well as rage: 
Think how you wrong'd him, to his father wrong'd him; 

ink how you drove him hence a wand”ring exile 
To diſtant climes, then think what certain vengeance * 
His rage may wreak on your unhappy orphan : 
For his ſake then renew your drooping ſpirits; 
Feed with new oil the waſting of life, 
That winks and trembles, now, juſt now expiring : 
Make haſte, preſerve your life. 

Phe. Alas ! too long, 
Too long have I preſerv'd that guilty life. | 

Lyc. Guilty ! what guilt ? has blood, has horrid murder 
Imbru'd your hands ? | 

Phe. Alas! my hands are guiltleſs, 
Bur, oh ! my heart's defil'd. 
I've ſaid too much; forbear the reſt, my Lycon, 
And let me die to fave the black confcſhon. 

Lyc. Die then, but not alone ; old faithful Lycon 
Shall be a victim to your cruel ſilence. 
Will you not tell? O lovely, wretched Queen! 
By all the cares of your firſt infant years, 
By all the love, and faith, and zeal I've ſhew'd you, 
Tell me your griefs, unfold your hidden ſorrows, 
And teach your Lycon how to bring you comfort. 
Phe. What ſhall I ſay ? Malicious cruel pow'rs, 
O where ſhall I begin? O cruel Venus ! 
How fatal love has been to all our race ! 
Dc. Forget it, Madam, let it die in ſilence. 

Phe. O Ariadac ! © unhappy ſiſter 

Lyc. Ceaſe to record your ſiſter's grief and ſhame. 

Phe. And fince the cruel god of love requires it, 
I fall the laft, and moſt undone of all. 

Lyc.' Do you then love? | 
TS B 2 | Phe. 
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A&T PHADRA and HIPPOLITUS. 17 


Or do you think I'm ſo far gone in guilt, 
That I can ſee, can bear the looks, the eyes : 
Of one who knows my black deteſted crimes, | 
Of one who knows that Phzdra loves her ſon ? 
Lyc. Unhappy Queen! augaft, unhappy race 
Oh! why did T nefeus touch this fatal more? 
Why did he ſave us from Nicander's arms, 
To bring worſe ruin on us by his love? 
 Phz. His love indeed; for that unhappy hour 
In which the prieſts join'd Theſeus' hand to mine, 
Shew'd the young Scythian to my dazzl'd eycs. 
Gods ! how I ſhook ! what boiling heat inflam'd 
My panting breaſt! how from the touch of Theſeus 
My flack hand dropt, and all the idle pomp, 
Priefts, altars, victims ſwam before my tight ! 
The god of love, ev'n the whole god, poſſeſs'd me. 
Lyc. At once, at firſt poſſeſs'd you! 
Phe Yes, at ft; | 
That fatal ev'ning we purſu'd the chace, 
When from behind the wood with ruling ſound 
A monſtrous boar ruſh'd forth; his baleful eyes 
Shot glaring fire, and his ſtiff pointed briſtles 
| Roſe high upon his back; at me he made, 
Whertifig his tuſks, and churning hideous foam; 
Then, then Hippolitas flew in to aid me; 
Collecting all himſelf and riſing to the blow, 
He launch'd the whiſtling ſpear; the well-aim'd jav'lin 
Pierc'd his tough hide, and quiver'd in his heart; 
The monſter fell. and gnaſhing with huge tuſlcs, : 
Plow'd up the crimſon earth, Bar then Hippolitus ! 
Gods! how he mov'd and lock'd when he approach'd 
me! th 
When hot and panting from the ſavage conqueſt, 
Dr:adful as Mars, — as his Venus lovel . 
His kindling cheeks with purple beauties gd d, 
Hi: lovely ſparkling eyes ſhort martial ſires; 
Oh godlike — ! Oh ecſtaſy and tranſport ! 1 
My breath grew ſhort, my beating heart _ 3 upward, .M 
And leap'd and bounded in my heaving bofom. 2 | 
Alas, I'm pleas'd, the horrid ſtory charms me. 
No more—That night with fear and love I fick'n'd. 
Pfr I receiy'd his fatal charming viſits; | 
: B 3 Tien 
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with ſuch dear compaſion on my pains, 
cou'd wiſh to be fo fck for ever. 
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Reign'd in my heart, and dwelt before my eyes; 
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'4 dic, Heav'n knows, this very moment. 
Rather than v my lord, my huſband Tbeſeus. 
that lord, that huſband i no more; 
troops of fierce Moloſfians ; 


numerous 
he lives, while ebbing life decays, 
Think on your fon. 
Phe. Alas ! that ſhocks me; 
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PHEDRA; avd HIPPOLITUS. 


Act II. 


foamy way, 


the 


| When driven by winds they cut 


[Exif. 
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SCENE I. 


ACT I. 


Enter Puzvra, Lreos, and I2nmina. 


Enter Masse. 


Masse. 


Avan, the Prince Hippolitus attends. 


Admit him. Where, where Phzdra's now 


he. 


Q 


48S4à= 


Enter Hirrort ros. 


285 


and aid her. 


! make it known that | may fly 


I ſwear, 
| Th:ſcus honour ! 


good 
hfu 
falſchood 


jory and falſchood ; 


ſecret. 


keep it 
ſword 


it, - my Lord, to 
ſwear, on this 


iſe 1 1. 
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22 PHAEDRA' and HIPPOLTFUS: aa ii. 
Hip. Yes, tis that wretch who beps you to diſmiſs 
This bated object from your eyes for ever. 
— ts med emiet e Gio of Thefons, 
And to revenge or ſhare his father's fare. 
Phe. Oh, Hippolitus ! 

] own I've wrong'd =_ — wrong'd you: 
Drove you from court, from Crete, and from your fa- 
ther ; 

'The court, all Crete, deplor'd their hero, 
And I (the fad occaſion) moſt of all. OG 
Yet could you know relenting Phedra's ſon], 
Oh ! could you think with what reluctant grief 
I wrong'd the hero, whom I wiſh'd to cheriſſi! 
Oh, you'd confeſs me wretched, not unkind, 
And own thoſe ills did moſt deſerve your pity, 
Which moſt procur'd your hate! 
Hip. My hate to Phedra ? 
Motor onadube om 
My queen, my mother ! 
Phe. Why your veen and mother? 
ra titles ſuit my loſt condition. 
Alas ! the iron dand of Death is on we. 
And I have only time t' implore yoor pardon. 
Ah! would my Lord forget injurious Phædra, 
And with compeſiien yiew der LAPS paſtes * 
Would he receive him to his dear protection, ; 
Defend his youth from all encroaching foes! — 
Hip. Oh, I'll defend him ! with m — ya 
Heav'ns dart your judgments on this 
I 1 der pf BEE es ing, 
all a father's loye! . 
Phe. A father's love! | 
doubtful ſounds ! els heb Lg! 
Tn NN 
And Theſeus* death fits lighter on my foul: 
Death ! He's not dead! ke hives, te breaches, be ſpeaks, 
He lives in you, he's piefett to my eyes, | 
I ſee him, ſpeak tb him, ——My Heart ! I rave, 
And all my folly's known. 
Hip. Oh, glonoas folly ! © 
, Theſeus, fee, how much your Phædra Jov'd wat 


Phe. Love him indeed! dote, languiſh, die for him; 
, 8 Forſake 


- 
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re 
283232 wenn mayo nah # 14 al 
ut Theſevs, as be was; when: mantling bleed. EIN 
Glow'd in his lavely checks; — — : 
Sparkled with youthful fires z when ev'ry grace 
Shone in the father, which now crowns the fon ; ? 
When Theſeus was /Hippolitas. oo es ot nh 

Hip. Ha! amazement ſtrikes me. | 
Where will:this end? b vb}-, | 

Lyc. Is't difficult to gueſs ? * =. 
Dara hot ber Aying palenela; that but ao N 
Sat cold and languid in her fading check, ' 

Where now ſucceeds a momentary luſtre), 

not her beating heart, her trembling limbs. 
Her wiſhing looks, her ſpeech, her preſent filence, 
All, all proclaim imperial Phzdra loves you? 

Hip. What do I hear ? Whar ! does no ligbtniog flaſh; 
No thunder bellow, when ſuch monſtrous crimes 
Are own'd, avow'd, confeſs'd ? All-ſecing ſun ! 

Hide, hide in ſhameful night, thy beamy head, 
And ceale to view the borrors of thy race. 
Alas ! I ſhare th' amazing guilt; theſe eyes, 
That firſt in{pir'd the black inceſtuous flame, 
Theſe, ears, that heard the tale of impious love, 
Are all accurs'd, and all deſerve your thunder. 

Phe. Alas, my Lord ! believe me not fo vile. 
No: by thy goddeſs, by the chaſte Diana, 
None but my firſt, my much-lov'd lord Arſamnes, 
Was e er receiv!d in theſe unhappy arms. 

No! for the love of thee, of thoſe dear charms, 
Which now I ſee are doom'd to ve my ruin, 
I ſtill den y'd my lord, my huſband Theſcus, 
The chaſte, the modeſt joys of ſporleſs marriage; 
That drove him hence to war, to ftormy ſeas. 
To ret on ns bo des. 
Ip. — Thelcus hence, chen that kill'd 


And eruel Phzdra kill'd her huſband Theſcus. 
Fbæ. Forbear, raſh youth, nor dare to rouſe my ven- 


geance ; 
ou need not wrge, nor tempt my ſwelling rage 
Walk Gack ecpranthes, foorn and provocation, 


To 
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Before 
— the diſmal ground 
— ea, he — 
Then let | | 
a 
retire 2 
3 : 


| L | 
1 yc. Alas! my Lord, 
Hip. Muſt F upſtart 
not ? from 
thee ? from i 
has: 
vile up 
Lycon 1 % 
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„ Sir forbear, and this 
And in her faithful — 
| 
[ Enter Guards 


And conhne 
do 
7 you 
| JC. lie ns © 
w — tn concen 
- £X | 


.— That foe's too near. [To Hip. 


face I 
y 
and 
— 2h 
ad 4-4 he thus to a monarch's {or ? 
muſt this ſlave command in Crete? 
EET 


? Oye Cretans, 


ycon 
there your king, the ſaccefior of Minos, 


tay 

give a 

ſpeak 
father fought ? 
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„ PHADRA und HIPPOLITUS. ALL 

But whes be firuggles in ch entangliag toils, 

Inſult the dying prey Ti kindly dene, Iſmena, 
- Enter Issuu. 


"I! 


m r 
- to. it. 
No, ſhould I try. 

each word 


my 


A&I. PHADRA a and HIPPOLITUS. 27 


By theſe led Gghs, vy theſe poor ſtreaming eyes, 
By that dear love that makes us now unhappy, 


By the near danger of that precious life, 
Heav'n knows | value much above By own. 


your 
And raving Phedra wilt preſerve Iſmena. 
Iſm. Phædra! Come on, I H lead you on to Phædra; 
F'l] tell her all the ſecrets of our love, 
Give to her rage her cloſe deſtructive rival; 
Her rival ſare will fall, her love may fave you. 
Come ſee me labour in tif 


5% 
my love? _ 

Im. She means to lead you in the road of fate; 
She means to die with one ſhe can't 
Yet when ſee me pale upon the earth, 
This once-lov'd form grown horrible in death, 
Sure your relenting ſoul would wiſh you'd fav'd me. 

Hip. Oh! TA do all, do any thing to fave you, 
Give up my fame, and all my darling honour : 
YN run, I'll fy; what you'll command III fay. 

1/m. Say what ocrafion, chance, or heav'n i 
Say chat; you love her, that you lov'd her : 
Say that you H wed her, fay that you'll com 
Say, to preferve your life, fay any thing. 
Bleſs him, ye-pow'rs! and a WE be cole, FExir Hip. 
Oh ! n 
Aim all vengeance on Timena's head 
Puniſh - but forgive Hippolirus. | 
He's too Fear and now my brave reſolves are ſtazg Ode... 

— a. * 
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Then pants and ftruggles with the whirling waves, 
And catches lender reed to fave him. 
Cho. But ſhould he do what your commands enjoin'd 
him, 
Say, ſhould he wed her? 
1/m. Should be wed the Queen] 
Oh! I'd remember that 'twas my | 
And die well pleas'd I made the here happy. 
Cho. Die ! does Iſmena then reſolve to die? 
In Can I then live ? Can I, who lov'd ſo well, 
Thus part with all my bliſs to ſave my lover: 
Oh ! can I drag + wretched life without him, 
And ſee another revel in his arms? | 
Oh ! *tis in death alone I can have comfort l 


Enter Lycon. 


Lyc. What a reverſe is this! Perfidious boy, 
Ts this thy truth ? is this thy boaſted honour ? 
| rogues alike : Ie ver 
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The pompous. rites of her ving n , 

Which I muſt now purſue. Farewell, Iſmena. [Exit. 
. Say, | 
ho. Stay, 


1 
8 


1 


* * 
To ſnatch the ſtruggling charmer from ber arms? 


you open gen'rous youth 
Could with feign woman ? 
Could he ſo ſoon grow artful in di ing ? 
Ah! without doubt his thoughts inſpir d his tongue, 
And all his ſoul receiv'd a real love. 


"Clo. Wait the faccels: it is ace yet decided. 
In. Not yet decided! Did not Lycon tell us 
How he proteſted, figh'd, and look d and vow'd; 
How the foft paſſion languiſh'd in his eyes! 

Tes, yes, he loves, he doats on Phzdra's chacms. 
Now, now he claſps her to his panting breaſt, 
Now he devours her with his cager eyes, 

Now graſps ber hands, and now he looks, and vows- 
The dear falſe things that charm'd the poor Iſmena. 
He comes: be ſtill, my heart, the tyrant comes, 
Charming, tho' falſe, and lovely iu his guilt. 


Enter HieroltTus.: 


Hip Why hangs that cloudy ſorrow on your brow? 
Why do you "gh ? why flow your ſwelling eyes. 
Thoſe eyes that us'd with joy to view Hippolitus ? 

Ife My Lord, my ſoul is charm'd with your ſucceſs;: 
You know, my Lord, my fears are but for yon, 
For your dear life; and fince my death alone 
Can make you ſafe, that · ſoon ſhall make you happy. 
Yet had you brought leſs love to Phædra's arms; 
My. ſoul had parted with a lefs regret, 
Bleſs'd if ſarvivipg in your dear reme=brance. | 

Hip. Yeur death! love! my marriage ! and toe 

© 2 "Y 7 
Hear me, iſmena.- 

In. No, I dare not hear you. 

But tho? you've been thus cruelly unkind, 
Though you have left me for the royal Phædra, 
Yer fill my ſoul ver- runs with fondneſs t'wards you, 
Yer ſtili th joy to ſave Hippolitus.- 


Hip. Die to iave me ! Could 1 oulie Limena? 
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Taſting the odours of thy fragrant boſom. 
immortal joys, 
de qbpoy waango ey ity en 

th me to leave this fatal ſhore ; 
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Lycon 
Fly, ere my Sondncls talk thy life away: 
Fly from the Queen. 
Hip. But not from my Iſmena. 
. a ne ener bemtads dba, 
Won een een 
. Oh, I could rave for ever at my fate 


20, 
Nay, I could go. Le gods, i 
What would fame fay ? If | hoold fy alone 
priace that charm'd my ſoul ? 
id well to fly a certain ruin, 
incens'd, 


joys the youth that lov'd you. 


— 


415 


28641 


7 


2 
tranſpt rung 


—— 


vill unde he 


fnow ; 


101 
47 
Rt 
10 0 


1 


* 
There, 
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cnt hal dll my hin ng be, 
fepply the stant fon, 
gazing eyes, and warm my heart. 
Come, 'let's away, and, like another Jaſon,. 
'l bear my beauteous conqueſt thro? 1 
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SCENE E. 


ACT II. 


Enter Lycon:.. 


Lrcon. 


Eav'n is at laſt appeas d: the 


Have heard our wiſhes, and auſpici 


nous Jove- 


H 


Smiles on his native iſle ; for Phedra lives, 


Reſtor d to Crete, and to herfelf, ſhe lives; 


Joy with freſh ſtrength inſpires her drooping lmabs, 
Revives her charms, and o'er her faded checks 
Spreads a freſh roſy bloom, as kindly ſprin 


go" 
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ſhe comes, the beautcous Phedra comes. 


Enter PnzDza; 


The =o the brave, th' inſenſible — 


Phe. 'Tis flatt'ry all; 
Yer wheo you name the prince, ne Horry oekngs 


A ag 
Which gives Hippolites to — $ arms. 


Enter Masss AGE. 


Say, where's the Prince ? 
Mef. He's no where to be found. 
Phe. Perhaps he hunts, 

Me He hunted got to-day. 

Phe. Ha ! have you ſearch d the walks, the courts, 
the temples ! 

Mef. Search d all in vain. 

Phe, Did he not hunt to-day ? 


Alas! 


85886 D 


898 


Phe. Yes, yes, they love 
Why zue ſhould he refuſe my proffer'd bed ? 

y ſhould one warm'd with youth, and thirſt of glory, 
Dices a foul, a form, a crows like mine ? 3 


4 accents. 
While I. the ſham: of nature, hid in darkneſs, 
5 Far from the balmy i and cheering li 
ä Preſe d down my fighs, 


ww 
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Now ceaſe that grief, and let your injur'd love 

— * — 14 Phedrs, 

That lov'd the hero, ſacrifice the villain. 

. — 


To ſnatch the traitor from J. rival's 
And force him = preſence. 


Phe. O rightly — 2 th' attending 


guards, 

Bid them bring forth their inftruments of death; 
Darts, engines, flames, and launch imo the * 
And husl ſwift vengeance on the perjur d flave. 
Where am I, gods ! What is't my rage commands ? 
ven now he's gone ! Ev'n now the well-tim'd oars 
r ſtroaks divide the ſparkling waves, 

1 happy ales affſt their ſpeedy fig ht. 
Now — 4 embrace, and ardent love enflames 
heir fluſhing checks, and trembles in their eyes. 
Now they expoſe my weakneſs and my crimes : 
Now to the ſporting crowd they tell my follics. 

Enter CxaTanDER. 

Cra. Sir, as I went to ſeize the perſons order'd, 
met the prince, and with him fair Iſmena; 
ſeiz'd the prince, who now attends without. 
Phe. H bring him in. 
Lyc. Be quick and ſeize Iſmena. 


Enter Hirrottrus. 


Phe. Cou'dſt thou deceive me? 9 
dop to ſo mean, ſo baſe a vice as fraud? 

ay, act ſuch monſtrous peridy, yet are 

rom promis d love? 

Hip. My foul diſdain'd a promiſe. | 

Phe. r 

dur looks, your eyes, your ev'ry motion 
t you are ripe in „ and learn'd in 
Ye down, @ Theſcus, and behold thy ſon, 

s Sciron faithleſs, as Procruſtes cruel. 

chold the crimes, the tyrants, all the monſters, 
om which thy valour purg'd the groaning earth, 
bold them all in thy own ſon reviv d. 

1ip. Touch not my glory, leaſt you ſtain your on; 
g 4 


omis'd. 
Mchoods. 


- * 


— OTRPTY | 


Hip. No; ſhe reſus d. the vows of podlike Theſcus, 
And choſe to ſtand his arms, not meet his love; ¼᷑́ 
And doubtful was the fight. The wide Thermodooa 


rattling dio to diſtant ſhores, 
all his war: 


Phe. Not ſo her ſon; 
Weile 
On one deſcended from the cruel Pallas, 
Foe 2o thy father's perſon and his blood; 
Hated by him, of kindred yer more hated, 
The laſt of all the wicked race he ruin d. 
In rain a fierce ſucceſſive hatred reipn'd 
Between your fires : in vain, like 


ge ſtrokes reſound, iw frighied waves 


” race, 


With mingl'd blood they dy'd the bluſhing earth. 


We, like the Theban race, agree to love, 


Atone for ſlaughter paſt. 
Phe. Your future offspring! 
Heav'ns ! What a 


Of blood and death, of murder and relation? 
| What joy't had beea to old difabled Tete. 


Hip. In vain, indeed, rn SE 
And by our mutual flames and future offspring Wo: 5 


2 this ? «hat ack confuſion, 


| When 


. 


dor 


+ 


E 
4 


arms, 
Since waving crowds roll onwards tow'rds the palace, 
And the city with tumultuous damours! 
Perhaps to murder Piedra and her fon, | 
ive the crown to him and his [ſmena : | 
I'll prevent it. | [Exit Lycon, 
Is uA brought in. 

Phe. What ! the kind Iſmena, | 

That nurs'd me, watch'd my fickneſs ! Oh ſhe watch'd 


me, 
As rav'nous vultures watch the dying lion, 
To tear his heart, and riot in his blood. 
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Yet, is 7 Then, why was Phzdra 
Refer'd for torment, and preſerv'd for pain? 
Why did you raiſe me to the height of joy, 
Sie the winch of dents col fitme Gola, 
To daſh and break me on the ground for ever ? 

a IRE er 
to feign it, when perhdious Lycon 
Confin'd his perſon, and confpir'd his death? 
2 Confin'd and doom d to death O eruel Lycon ! 
Cou'g 1 have dom d thy death ?—Cou'd theſe ſad eyr3, 
That lov'd thee living, e'er behold thee dead? 
Yer thou coud'ſt ſee me die without concern, 
Rather than ſave a wretched queen from ruin. 
Elſe cou'd you choſe to truſt the warring winds, 
The ſwelling waves, the rocks, the faitbleſs ſands, 
And all the raging monſters of the deep! 
Ob 1 think you fee me onthe naked fore 

ſ and tear my ſcatter'd hair ; 

Break from th' embraces of my ſhrickiag maids, 
And harrow on the ſand my bleeding boſom : 
Then catch with wide- — WT Oe cmgey — 
And headlong plange into the gaping deep. 

Hip. O. dilmal ftate ! My bleeding heart relents, 


And ali my thoughts diſſolve in tendereſt pity. 


Phe. If you can pity, O! refuſe not . 
But ſtoop to rule in Crete, the ſeat of heroes, 


| And nurſery of gods A hundred cities 


Court thee for lord, where the rich buſy crowds 


Struggle for paſſage thro” the ſpacious ſtreets ; 


Where thouſand ſhips o'erſhade the leſs'ning main, 
And tire the lab'ring wind. The ſappliant nations 
Bow to its enſigns, and with lower'd ſails 

Canfeſs the ocean's queen. For thee alone 

The winds ſhall blow, aud the vaſt ocean roll; 
For thee alone the fam'd Cydonian warriors 


From twanging yews ſhall ſend their fatal ſhafts. 


Hip. Then let me march their leader, noe their prince ; 
And at the head of your renown'd Cydonians, 
Brandiſh this far fam'd ſword of conqu'ring Theſeus ; 
That I may ſhake th" n | 
em Afe's neck. and it on his own; 


Th vling nas may vey por tw 


And 
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And your bright anceſtor the ſun may ſhine 
On nought but Phzdra's empi 
Phe. Why not thine ? 
Doſt thou ſo far deteſt my proffer'd bed, 
As to refuſe my crown ? cruel youth! 
By all the pain that wrings my tortur'd ſoul ! 
By all the dear deceitful hopes you gave me, 
O] eaſe, at leaſt once more delude my ſorrows ; 
For your dear fake I've loſt my darliog honour ; 
For you, but now I gave my foul to death: 
For you I'd quit my crown, and ſtoop beneath 
The happy bondage of an bumble wife. 
With thee 1'd climb the ſteepy Ida's ſummit, 
And in the ſcor-hing heat and chilling de wa, 
O'er hills, o'er vales purſue the ſhaggy lion; 
Careleſs of danger. and of waſting toil; 
Of pinching hunger and impatient thirſt ; 
I'd find all joys 1n thee. 
Hip. Why ſtoops the 
To aſk, intreat, to ſupplicate and pray, 
To proſtitute her crown and ſex's honour, 
To one whoſe humble thoughts can only riſe 
To be your ſlave, not lord? 
Phe. And is that all? 
Gods! docs he deign to force an artful groan, 
Or call a tear from his unwilling eyes ? 
Hard as his native rocks, cold as his ſword, 
Fierce as the wolves that howl'd around his birth 
He hates the tyrant, and the ſuppliant ſcorns. 
O Heayv'n ! O Minos! O imperial Jove! 
Do ye not bluſh at my degenerate weakneſs ! 
Hence lazy, mean, ignoble paſhon fly; 
Hence from my foul——Tis gene, tis fled for ever, 
And Heav'o inſpires my thoughts with righteous ven- 


Thou ſhalt no more deſpiſe my offer d love; 
No more Iſmena ſhall upbraĩd my weakneſs, - 
be [Catches Hip. ſword to lab ber ſelſ. 
Now all ye kindred gods look down and fee Woe 
How I'll revenge you, and myſelf, on Phedra. 


3 


"2 400 
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Enter L rcon, and ſnatches away the ſword. 


Lyc. Horror on horror! Theſeus is return d. 

Phe. Theſcus! Then what have I to do with life ? 
May I be ſnatch'd with winds, by earth v'crwhelm'd, 
Rather than view the face of injur'd Theſeus. S 


Now wider ftill my growing ſpread; 
Then view thy wretched blood, imperial Jove! * 


80 n {Exit . carries off the ſword. 
Hip. Is he return'd? Thanks to the pitying gods ! 
Shall I again behold his awful eyes? 

Again be folded in his loving arms ? 

Yet in the midſt of joy I fear for Phædra; 

1 fear his warm and unrelentiog jaſtice. 

O! ſhould her raging paſſion reach his cars, 

His tender love, by anger fir'd, wou'd turaj 
To burning rage; as loft Cydonian oil, 
Whoſe balmy juice glides o'er th' uataſting tongue, 
Yet touch'd with fire, with hotteſt flames will blaze. 
But oh ye pow'rs ! 1 ſee his godlike form. 
O ecitaly of joy ! he comes, he comes ! 

Is it my lord? my father? oh, tis he! 

I ſee him, touch him, feel his known embraces, 

See all the father in his joyful eyes. 


Enter Tusssus, with others. 


Where bave you been, my Lord ? What angry Dzmon 
Hid you from Crete? from me? hat god has ſav d you? 
Did not Philotas ſee you tall! O anſwer met 

And then I'll aſk a thouſand queſtions more. 

The. No: but to {ave my life | feign'd my death; 
My horſe and well known arms confirm'd the tale, 
Aud hinder'd farther ſearch. Tunis honeft Greek 
Conceal'd me in his houſe, and cur'd my wounds: 
Procur d a veſſel; and, to bleſs me more, 


Accompany'd my _— 
3 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I. 
Enter Lycon ſelus. 


. Lycon. 
may gain time till all my wealth's embark'd, 
ward my foe's and finiſh mine, 
empire which I can't | 
dies Why, let her die; 
Deſtruction ſeize on all together, | 
in diſgrace, and envy'd in his fall. 


The Queen !—Thea try thy art, and work her paſſions ; 


Enter Pup, and Attendants. 


_ Phe. Off, let me looſe ! why, cruel, barb'rous maids, 
AAN „ 
That i t 


*w 


15 


Aud the 
The lovely in 
Shall be 
Shall bear your 
Inherit your diſgrace, but not crown. 5 
Phe. Muſt he too fall, involv'd in my deſtruction, 
And only li curſe the name of Phædra? 
Oh dear, muſt I bequeath thee 
Only a fad inheritance of woe? 
1 


- 
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Unleſs they reach my infant's guiltleſs hend! 


Oh, loſt cftate ! when life's fo ſharp a tormene, 


Lycon, 


And death iff can't caſe me! Aſſiſt me, 


comfort to my treabled ſoul. 
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ud diſorders of my ſoul? 
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lll-guarded ſecret ! 


— 
* 


To foes alone diſclos d! 


Lyc. I eeds mult fear them, 
of their oaths, theic yows, their it 


Spight 


precations, eaths, or yows avail ? 


I top have ſworn, ev n at the altar 


be. Do im 


ſworn 


faith to Theſcus ; 
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Ev'n he ſhall tell the fault himſelf inſpir'd ; 
The fatal eloquence that charm'd my ſoul 
Shall laviſh all its art to my deſtruction. 


45 


ſeize him! 


majeftic frame 
with rage too fierce, too ſwift for vent ? 
1 you to the public ſcorn, 
loathing crowds ſhall murmur out their horror ? 
the frerce Scythian Now methioks 1 fee 


Survey your tortures, and in ſult your pangs 
ſee him, ing on the pleas d Iſmena, 
Point out with ſcorn the once proud tyrant Phedra. 

Phe. Curſt be his name! may infamy attend him; 
y ſwift deſtruction fall upon his head, | 
Hurl'd by the hand of thoſe he moſt adores. 


? oh Lycon! oh my refuge! 
Oh old man! thou oracle of wiſdom! 
the means, that Phædra may adore thee. 
Lyc. Accuſe him firſt. 
Phe. Oh heav'ns! accuſe the guiltleſs ? | 
Lyc. Then be accuſed; let Theſeus know your crime; 
Let laſtiog infamy o'erwhelm your glory ; 


Let your foe triumph, and your infant fall 
Shake off this idle lethargy of pity, 


Eater Tuztsrus. 


Declare laſt reſolves. 
e your 1 
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Phe. Do you reſolve, for Phzdra can do nothing. 


The. Was that my queen, my wife, my idol Phezdra ? 
Does ſhe fill ſhun me ? Oh injurious heav'n ! | Ik 


Invent new pains, deteſt. loath, ſhun my fight, 
Fly my return, and ſorrow for my ſafery ? 
Lie Oh t ink not ſo; for by th' unerring gods, 


When ſirſt I told her of your with'd return, 
When 


A&TV. - PHADRA and HIPPOLITUS. & 
When the lov'd name of Theſcus reach'd her ears, 
At that dear name ſhe rear'd her drooping head, 
Her feeble hands, and wat'ry eyes to heav'n, 


eq 
The vows of one fo dear ! oh righteous gods ! 
Why muſt the bleeding heart of Thefeus bear 
Such tort'ring pangs ! while Phzdra, dead to love, 
Now with accuſing eyes on angry heav'n 
Stedfaſtly gazes, and upbraids the : 
Now with dumb piercing grief and humble ſhame, 
Fixes her gloomy wa'try orbs to earth; 
Now burſt with ſwelling anguiſh, rends the ſkies 
With loud complaints of her outrageous wrongs ? 
The. Wrong'd ! is ſhe wrong d? and lives he yet who 
wrong'd her ? 
Lyc. He lives, ſo great, ſo happy, fo belov'd, 
That Phedra ſcarce can hope, ſcarce wiſh 
The. Shall Theſeus live, and not revenge his a? 
Gods ! ſhall rhis arm, renown'd for righteous vengeance, 
For quciling tyrants, and redreſſiag wrongs, 
Now fail? now firſt, when Phzdra's injur'd, fail ? 
Speak, Lycon, haſte, declare the facred villain, 
The wretch ſo meanly baſe to injure Phedra, 
„ OO. | 
yc. I dare not ſpeak, but ſure her wrongs are mighty: 
The pale cold hue that deadens all her charms, 
Her bg „ ber hollow her flowing tears, 
Make me fuſpe& her monſtrous grief will end her. 
The. End her, end Theſeus firſt, and ull mankind : 


—— 
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| uncxampled | 
Phedra hop'd, when in the midft of grief, 
the wild torrent of o'erwhelming forrows, N 
10aning, ftill invok'd, flill call'd on Theſeus. ; 
Did the then name me ? did the weeping char- 
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your eyes. 
too good, too brave to 


wrong her. | 
priſe, 
That fright that ſeiz'd him at the name of Phedra? 


Preſage ſome dire attempt. —Say, what remorſe? 
Lyc. I wou'd not, —yet I muit. 1 his you command; 

This Pedra orders; thrice her fault'ring tongue 
Bade me unfold the guilty ſcene to Theſeus : 


* 1 — 
, > 
* 


Go tell it all, but in ſach artful words, - | 
_— — . 
| ra move ; 
As any Sniine im 66 forgive his fon * 
A gri fault, but all a fault of love. 
Fee. Of lore! what ſuſpicions rack my ſoul ? 
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Hip. May I preſume to aſk, what ſecret care 
Broods in your breaſt, and clouds your royal brow ? 
Why dart your awful eyes thoſe angry beams, 

And fright Hippolitus they us d to cheer ? 

The. — ar When call'd to wait on Pbædra, 
What ſudden fear ſurpris'd your troubled ſoul ? 
Why did your ebbing blood forſake your cheeks ? 
Why did you haſten from your father's arms, 
To ſhun the Queen your bids you pleaſe ? LY 

Hip. — —_ to the Queen I'm forc'd to 


And this hated object from her fighr. 
The. „what's the cauſe of her invet rate hatred ? 
Hip. My Lord, as yet I never gave her cauſe. 
ang [ Ffide.] When laſt did you at- 


wrong you, 
Atte. 


Nor dare to triſle with your father's rage. 
Hip. My Lord, this very morn I ſaw the Queen. 
The. What paſt ? . : 
Hip. I all'd permiſſion to retire. 
The. And was that all ? 


With 


With the moſt low ſubmiſſions, aſk no more. 
The. Yet you don't anſwer me with low ſubmiſkoos. 
Anſwer, or never hope to fee me more. 


And all the rig ighteous Minos; 
'Theſeus, thy father Theſeus will reward thee. 
The. Reward thee ? Les, as Minos wey'd 8 
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Was Minos thay thy panteen 2 and toll ions, . 
The great, the „ the juſt, the righteous 
The judge of hell, and oracle of earth, 
Did he inſpire adultery, force, and inceft ? 
Isnena appears * 
u. Ha! what's this ? 
ip. \mazement ! i 
The. Inceſt with Phezdra, 


with thy mother Phzdra. 


Hip. This charge ſo une amazing, 
So new, tua > i to thought, . 
Stuns m iſh'd „ and ties my voice. 


The. let this wake thee, this once glorious ſwore, 
With whick thy father arm'd thy infart hand, 

Not for this. purpoſe. Oh abandon'd flave ! 

Oh early villain ! moſt deteſted coward! - 

With this my inftrament of youthſul glory! 

With this !——Oh noble entrance into arma, 

With this t' invade the {; Phed:a's honour ! 
Phezdra ! my life ! my better half! my queen! 

That very Phzdra, for whoſe juſt defence- 

The gods wou'd claim my ſword 1. 

Hip. Amazement! Death! » 
Heav ns! durſt I raiſe the far-fam'd ſword of Theſeus 
Agaialit his queen, againſt my mother's boſom. 

The. If not, declare when, where, and how you loſt it? 
How Phædra gain'd it? Oh, all the gods ! he's ſilent. 
Why was it bare'd ?: whoſe boſom was it aim'd at? 
What meant thy arm advanc'd, thy glowing cheeks, 
Thy hand, heart, eyes? O villain !' monſtrous villain ! 

Hip. Is there no way, no thought, no beam of light! 
No to guide me thro' this gloomy maze, . | 
To clear my bomvur, yet my faith ? 
None ! None, ye pow'rs f And mult I groan beneath: 
This <xecrable load of foul diſhonour ? 
Moſt Theſevs ſuffer ſuch unheard-of torture! 
Theſeus, my father? No, I'll break thro' all; 
All oaths, all vows, all idle imprecations, 
J give 'em to the winds; Hear me, my Lord.! 
Hear your wrong'd fon. The ſword—— Oh, fatal vow ! 
Enſaaring 0:ths, and thou, rafh, thoughtleſs fool, 
„Te bind dhyſelf in voluntary chains ;, ; 
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Tell it the chatt ring ghoſta, and hi 
Tell it the grinning fieods, will 
To thy plear'd cars but Phzdra and NHmena. 
1 _ Enter Cnatanper. 
Zeise him, Cratander, take this guilty fword ; 
Let his own hand the crim it .d, 


Take 


„ PHADRA and HIPPOLITUS., aa. 


Take him away, and execute my orders. 
Hip. Heavens ! how that ſtrikes me ! bow it wounds 
my foul ! * 


me, 
With my laſt words, (my words will then prevail) 
Oh. for my Take, forbear to touch your life, 

No: wound again Hippulitus in Thelecus, 

Let alt my virtues, all my joys ſurvive 

Freſh in your breaſt, but be my woes forgot; 

The woes which fate, and not my father, wrought. 
Oh ! let me dwell for ever in your thoughts, 
henour'd ftill, but not deplor d. 
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lee the very miniſters of Death, 

Tho bred to blood, yet ſhrink, and wiſh to ſave him. 

Tie. Slaves, villains 1 tear her from him, cur ber 
arms- | 


n Stay, oh ſtay! I'll tell you all. [Exit The. 
bell it, ye conſcious walls; 
inds, upon your p::ying wings; 
it, Fame, with all your hundred rongues, 
youth 1 All Hear'a conſpires againit-you.; 
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The conſcious walls conceal the fatal ſecret: 
Th' untainted winds refuſe th infecting load: 
And Fame itſelf is mute. —— Nay, ev'n Iſmena, 
Thy own Iſmena's ſworn to thy deſtruction. 


But ſtill, whate'er che cruel gods defign, ? 


„ 
be Who deoms thy death des mine, 
. 


ACT V. SCENE I, 
Enter Pazvna and Lycon. 


Lycon. 


Ccvsx yourſelf ! On my knees 1 


Lyc. Was it not your command ? Has faithful Lycon 
E'er ſpoke, e er thought, deſigu d, contriv'd, or acted ? 
Has he done ought without wats. rota 1-7 B 

Phe. Plead't thon conſent to what thou fuſt inſpir dit! 


Yet this conſent you 
©h, 

And 

What 

Thou 
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I broke thro? all to ſave the life of Phædra- 


pangs 
His roſy beauties fade, his 
Now darkling ſwim, aud e their ee beamr; 


Whol bell fall be employs wad ſuff ring Phedra 
Shall find ſome eaſe, to ſee thee ſtill more wretched. 
Lyc. Oh, all ye pow'rs ! ob, Phedra ! bear me, hear 


Ha, 'Theſeus ! Gods ! My freezing blood congeals, . 
And all my thoughts, defigns, and words are loft. 


Enter Tutszvus. 
The. Daſt thou at laſt repent ? Oh. lovely Phadra ! 
Ar laſt with equal ardour meet my vows : 
O dear-bought ! Yet I'll not 
ea aaba.. gricf is all o eręaid, 


# PF 
And 
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And only heightens joy. Then haſte my charmer, 
Let's feafl our famiſh'd ſoul with amorous riot, 
With fierceſt bliſs atone for our delay, 
att 2 

Phe. Stand off, approach me, touch me not ; fly hence, 
Far as the diſtant flies, or 1 


The. Amazement, death! Ye gods, who guide the 


What can this mean? ſo fierce a deteſtation, 
So ſtrong abhorrence !—— Speak, exquiſite tormentor ! 
Was it for this your ſummons fill'd my ſoul 

With eager raptures and tumultuous 


Ev*n painful and agonies of bliſs ? 
Did 1 for this obey my Phedra's all, 
And fly with trembling hafte to meet her arms ? 
And am I thus receiv'd, O cruel Phædra! 
Was it for this you rous'd my drowſy ſoul 
From the dull lethargy of love? 
And doſt thou only ſhew thoſe beautcous eyes 
To wake deſpair, and blaſt me with their beams ? 
Phe. Oh ! were that all to which the gods have 
doom'd me ! 
But angry Heav'n has laid in ſtore for Theſeus. 
Such perſect miſchief, ſuch tranſcendent woe, 
That the black image ſhocks my frighted ſoul, 
And the words die on my reluctant tongue, 
The. Fear not to ſpeak it ; that harmonious voice 
Will make the tale of ſorrow pleaſing, - 
And charm the grief it brings. Thus let me hear it, 
Thus in thy fight ! thus garing on thoſe eyes, 
IT can ſupport the utmoſt ſpite of Fate, 
And ſtand the of Heavu i Approach, my fair 
Phe. Off, or I fly for ever from thy fight : 
Shall I embrace the father of Hippolitas ! 
The. Forget the villain, drive him from your ſoul. 
P42. Can I forget, or drive him from my ſoul ? 
Oh, be will ftill be preſent to my eyes ! 5 
His words will ever echo in my ears! 
Still will be be the torture of my days, 
Bane of my life, and ruin of : 
The. dud mine, and all—Oh moſt abandon d villain ! 
Oh laſting ſcandal to our godlike race! 


That 


PHADRA and HIPPOLITUS. AV. 
cou'd contrive a crime ſo foul as inceſt ! | 


Ev'n all thy dreadful magazines of pans, 
Stones, furies, wheels are flight to what J ſuffer, 
And hell nſelf's relief! : a 


| | 
As ſhall al woſt excuſe the villa:n's crames 
But yet that firmneſs, that unihaken virtue. 
As ſtill ſhall make the munſter mute deteſted. 
here - e er you paſs, the crowded way thall found 
ith joyful cries, and endleſs acclamaticus: 
«hen aſpiring baids, in daring trains, 


| raiſe ſome heaven.) matron to the Jou 'rs, 2 
I They'll 


PHEDRA a rrorrrus, 6. 


They'll N She's great, ſhe's true, ſhe's chaſte as Phedra. 
Phe. This might have been—But now, oh, cruel ftars ! 
Now, as I paſs, 


To bew a pair fo eminently wretched. 
The. Wretched ! For what? For what the world muſt 


Phe, 
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„„ enn 
* 
Secure him, ſeize him, drag him piece-meal hither. 
Ester Gvanns. 
Guards. Who has, my Lord, incurr'd your high diſ- 
pleaſure ? 
The. Who can it be, ye gods, r 
Who can inſpire ſuch ſtorms of rage, but Lycon! 


Where has my ſword left one ſo black, but Lycon ! 
Where, wretched Theſcus ! In thy bed and heart, 


You too, manly beautics 
Charm'd every heart, (O Heav'ns !) to your deſtruction. 
You too were good, your virtuous ſoul abhorr' 


The crimes for which you dy'd. O impious Phzdra ! 
Inceſtuous fury, execrable murd'refs ! 

Is there revenge on earth, or pain in hell ! 

Can art invent, or boiling rage ſuggeſt, 

Ev'n endleſs torture which thou ſhalt not ſuffer ? 


From any hands but mine: t' avenge thy fate 

I'd court the fierceſt pains, and ſue for tortores ; 
And Phedra's ſufferings ſhou'd atone for thine ; 
Ev'n now I-fall a victim to thy wrongs ; 


Lrcon brought in. 


eſcap'd my wrath ? Yet, impious Lycon, 
On thee Tu empty all my hoard of vengeance, 


poor Hippolitus. 
„„ let me be the ſcorn 
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Oh, ungorg 
Of a ſon's 
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appetite * 
blood ! What, 


not a day, a moment ! - 


Phe. A day! a moment ! Oh, thou ſhou'dft have laid 


eres 


dre 
7 : 
: 


8 


if 


ot this I promis 


ages, all the round of circling time, 


d by Theſeus, but accus'd by Phzdraz 
By Phedra's madneſs, and by Lycon's barred. 


Now, now ſhe drags me to the bar of Minos: 

See how the awful judges of the dead 

Look ſtedfaſt hate, and horrible diſmay !. | 

See Minos turns away his loathing eyes, 

Rage choaks his ſtruggling words: the fatal urn 
Drops from his trembling hand: O all ye gods ! 

| Lycon here! Oh execrable villain ! 
Then am I ftill on earth? By hell I am, y 


heart. 

[ Miftaking Th or Lycon, offers to bias. . 
Guards. Heav'as ! pan} 2 " Fo. ark 
Phe. My Lord? O equal Heav'n! | 

Muſt each portentous moment riſe in crimes, — 
Aud ſallying life 9 


Icon. revenye 
Thanks, Heav'n, tis here. III ſteal it to his 


* 


id ! 
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. Has vented all its rage 


ye gods ! ſhe'd 


d 4 die? O hear'aly virgin! 
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85 glorious brd. or fo lamented dy d 
Her faulis were only faults of taging love, 
Her virtues all ber own. 

J. Unbappy Phzdra ! 

Was there no other way, ye pitying pow re, 
| ſmena's love ? 


To damp our bleſſings, and incenſe the gods; 

But let's away, and pay kind Heav'n our thanks 
For all the wonders in our favour wrought ; | 
That Heav'n, whoſe mercy reſcu'd erring Theſeus 
From execrable crimes, and endleſs woes. 
Then learn from me, ye kings that rule the world, 


With 
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Ad V. 


; 


LExeunt omnes. 


certain Vengeance pay ; 


the proofs are clear, the firoke 


fa 
Tay 


| J 


crimes 
But, till 
Hip 
Unguarded virtue 


. The 


With equal poize 


jj 
5 


human arts 


dies. 


Th accus d is happy. 


EPIIOSuR 


* 


E PI IL. O G u E 


By Mr PRIOR. 


Spoken by Mrs Ouvriziy. 


LADIES, to-night your pity I implore, 
For one who never troubled you before: 


An Oxford man, extremely read in Greek, 
Who from Eu ripides makes Phædra ſpeak ; 
And comes to town to let us moderns know 
How women lov'd two thouſand y cars apo. 
2 „ faid 1, cen burn your play, 
ad, we know all that as well as they: 
ws the youthful bandſome charioteer, 
Firm in hif ſeat, and running his career: 
Our ſouls d kindle with as gen'row flamer, 
As cer inſpir d the ancient Grecian dames : 
Ev'ry limena wen d refign ber breaft, 

And ev'ry dear be bleft. 
But, as it ts, fix flouncing Flanders marey 
Are ten as good as any two of theirs ; 

And if can but contrive 

To buy the gilded chariot, John can drive. 
Now of the buſtle you have ſeen to-day, 
And Phzdra's morals in this ſcholars play, 


Something, at laſt, in juſtice ſhou'd be ſaid; 


But this * one's head 
Weil! Phedra liv" as ſhe ccu'd, 
For ſhe was Father — own fleſh and blood - 


Der aukward love, indeed, „ 
She and ber Polly were too near related ; 
Aa yet that e bad been laid aide, 
bone Theſeus had but fairly dy'd : 
ut when he came, what needed he to know, 
But that all matters flood in ſtatu quo? 


ePILOGUE. ».-. 


eckios take, 
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